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rifts I saw white patches on the water. Breaking waves? I won-
dered. But no, they were stationary, and I saw what they were—ice-
floes. The fringe of the polar pack! All my life, it seemed, I had
been reading about Arcdc pack-ice, and for years I had dreamed of
reaching it. Now at last I was beholding it with my own eyes.
But even that hint did not prepare me for what was to come.
Abruptly the edge of the fog-bank slipped under our wings, and
ahead of us spread one of the most sublime spectacles the world
could afEord—the great frozen North itself. As Amundsen wrote
of it later: "The most spectacular sheet of snow and ice ever seen
by man from an aerial perspective." Ahead and to east and west as
far as the eye could reach it spread, netted over with narrow cracks
—the famous "leads" about which I had read—and off toward the
north-west the sun drew a broad gleaming trail over it. I thought I
had never seen anything so beautiful.
And we could see much of it, too. At 3,000 feet of altitude, a
simple calculation told us that with glasses we could see between
sixty and seventy miles in every direction. Thus, into one of those
white patches of the map which had so struck my wonder as a
child I was now helping to draw an explored band 125 miles wide.
Heavy transport planes were not so fast then as now. Our cruising
speed of seventy-five miles an hour seemed tremendous in 1925.
Every hour we were putting behind us a journey that would take
a sledge-party a week to accomplish. Every hour we added to
known geography more than nine thousand square miles of the
earth's surface.
But it grew monotonous, that endless white expanse. I crouched
behind my wind-screen and thought of many things, I thought of
Andree and Wellman, both of whom had had, so many years ago,
this same dream of observing the Pole from the air. I thought of
Peary. From his base camp at Cape Columbia to the Pole was only
413 miles—a shorter distance than we were travelling—yet it took
Peary twenty-three years to negotiate that journey. With an aero-
plane of sufficient range, a man now could go from Spitzbergen to
the North Pole and return between supper and breakfast.
What a marvellous vehicle for the explorer the aeroplane had be-
comel All honour to the men who fought over this trackless waste
with dog-sleds; but compared with the ease which modern science

